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PREFACE 


The verses published in this collection were 
written from Easter 1916 to August 1917. 

According to the method adopted in our 
previous volumes the translations merely 
aim at giving a somewhat rhythmic ren- 
dering of the French free verse without any 
attempt at regularity. 

Most of the following poems appeared in 
Land and Water; others in the Observer, 
Daily Telegraph , the Fortnightly Review, 
th o ' Yale Review, and Country Life. We 
wish to thank the editors of these publica- 
tions for their kindness in allowing us to 
reprint them here. 
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L’AIEULE 

[dEDICACT] 

Depuis que je vis dc souvenirs, 

Ton image ne me quitte pas 
Je devine ton £tcmcl sounrc, 

J’cntends le bruit cliancelant de tcs pas 
Je rcvois, sur le dossier du fautcuil. 

Ton visage creus£ de rides, 

Et, reposant sur ta robe de deuil, 

Tes vieilles mains, Ksses et vides 

Tes doigts trop faibles pour tncotcr, 

Tes ycux \ agues et inccrtams, 

Tes gcstes d’accucil ct de bonte, 

Toute 1’ eloquence menue et tunidc 
De ton cccur trop plcin 
Et de tes mams lasses et vides 

Et, dans le silence de la salle, 

Quand tu te crois seule, 

Ta pnfcre pieuse et banale, 

Toumant et toumant, comme unc meule, 
Et broyant ton espoir si fin 
Que le sort le plus ande 



THE GRANDMOTHER 

[dedication] 

Since I live on memories. 

Your image is with me everywhere ; 

I feel your never-failing smile, 

I hear your steps’ unsteady sound, 

I see your dear old furrowed face 
Against the arm-chair back, 

And, resting on your mourning dress, 

Your old, tired, empty hands. . . . 

Your fingers too weak for knitting, 

Your eyes misty and dim, 

Your movements of greeting and kindness, 
AH the shy and timid eloquence 
Of your full, overflowing heart 
And your old tired, empty hands. . . . 

And, in the stillness of the room, 

When you believe yourself alone, 

That old and hackneyed prayer, 

Turning and turning like a mill, 

Grinding your hope so fine 
That even the hardest hearted fate 
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12 Messines avd Other Poems 

Nfc pent s’cmp&bcr d’cn laisscr quclques grams 

Entre tes mains lasses et vides 

O, les vicdles, Ies cliires \icilles qui n'osent 
pas pnrler, 

Qui se rongent, dans leur com, la t£tc sur le 
c6t6, 

En songeant k ceuT qu’elles ont vu partir 
Et qui tardent lant A rc\eiur 1 
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Must surely drop some kindly grains 
Into your tired, empty hands. . . . 

Oh, the aged, the dear aged, who dare not 
speak, 

Who fret in their comer with head on one 
side, 

T hink ing of those they saw depart, 

Who are so long in coming back again ! 



EPITAPHE 


A U mfmo re du •erpnt Bouner toi dersnt Diimvide 

i 1 de 23 aft*, »lut» qu il port* t teeoeie 4 un de •« e»m»r*de« 
enwrcli ions let rune* lie Wi »bri 


II nest pas mart 
II est parti 

II a forci la porte deuMC 
Ii a f ranch t 

D un bond ie scuii tie son sort 
II n cst pas mort 
II cst sorti 

D un raontle qui ctait trop petit pour hu 


Louvrez le tambour <1 un voile noir 
Couvrcz son corps 
Du drapeau de la Victoire 


II n a pas eu comme <1 nulres la patience 

D attendre jusqu au bout 

II n a pas cu comme d auttes la prudence 

De boire & petits coups 

11 n est pas mort 

11 cst parti 

II a vid£ sa coupe jusqu & la lie 
11 a franchi 
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EPITAPH 


To the Memory o£ Sergeant .Jacques Bouvier, aged 23, killed at 
Dixmudo, while relieving a comrade buried under his dug-out, in 
an advanced post. 

He is not dead. 

He has gone away. 

He has forced the gate of his life. 

He has crossed at one bound 
The threshold of his fate. 

He is not dead. 

He has gone away 

From a world which was much too small for him. 

Cover the drum with a black veil. 

Cover his body 
With Victory’s flag. 

He had not the patience, as others have, 

To wait until the end. 

He had not the wisdom, as others have, 

To drink by little sips. 

He is not dead. 

He has gone away. 

He has emptied his cup to the very dregs. 

He has crossed at one bound 

15 



16 Messines and Other Ponus 
D'un bond, le seuil de son sort 
II a fad, d’un gestt, tout ce qu’il mail h hire, 
11 a dit, d’un mot, tout ce qu’il ns ait & dire, 

II a Uvri sa guerre 
Et souffert son martyre 

Batlcz le tambour h petit* coup* la* , 
Portcx son corps 
A petit* pas 

II n’est pas mott, 

Mais nous mourrons 

Chaque Ibis que nous songerons k lui 

Et que nous nous souviendrons 

Que nous ne 1’avons pa* sun 1 

II n’est pas mart, 

Man nous vivrons 
Bien des jours et bien des nuits 
Sans jsmais veur la porte d’or 
Qui s’est omerte devant lui 

Plante une emu m son tomlteu— 
li n est pas mort— 

Gravd son nom, son num^ro, 

“ tuez sur son corps 

LasahedesWrost 
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The threshold of his fate. 

He did in one movement all he had to do ; 
He said in one word all he had to say ; 

He has fought his fight 
And suffered his martyrdom. 


Beat the drum with muffled taps ; 

Bear his body 

With shortened steps. 


He is not dead,. 

But we shall die 

Each time we think of him, 

And we remember 
That we remain behind. 

He is not dead, 

But we shall live 
Many days and many nights 
Without seeing the golden gates 
Which have opened wide to him. 


Plant a cross upon his tomb — 

He is not dead — 

Engrave his number and his name. 
And fire, o’er Iris body, 

The heroes’ last salute ! 



LE DF.ItMF.il CHOISE 


PaqufS, 1010 

(Aprt* U premiere BaUiUo de Gaa) 

Tommy \cille au pied du Cah aire. 

La bnse souffle dc Svne, 

— -Depuis combien de temps ont lls scell6 la 
pierre * — 

Tommj veille, Tomm\ pne, 

Dans la nuit brune, sur la terre brune, Tommj 
Brun khaki 

As ez sous vu briller sa bajonette 
Au clair de lune ? 

La croix aigue de sa bajonette 
Claire au clair de lune v 

— Depuis combien de temps L’ont lls enferme 

lit — 

Tommy courbe la tete. 

Son ame s eille, son corps est las 

Qu’attend il, brun dans la nuit brune 
Sous la bnse sj-nenne ? 

Qu’attend d, au pied de la croix, 

Sous le croissant de la lune ? 

Est ce que ses tores reviennent 



THE LAST CRUSADER 

Easter, 1916 

(After tho first. Battles of Gaza) 

Tommy watches at the foot of Calvary, 

The breeze blows from the Syrian plain, 

— How long is it since they have set the seals ? — 
Tommy watches, Tommy prays, 

Iir the brown night, on the brown earth 
Brown Tommy in khaki. . . . 

Did you see his bayonet gleam 
In the moonlight ? 

The sharp cross of his bayonet gleam 
Bright in the moonlight ? 

— How long is it since they have laid Him 
there ? — 

Tommy bows his head. 

His soul watches, but weary are his limbs. 

What is he waiting for, brown in the brown 
night, 

In the Syrian breeze ? 

What is he waiting for, at the foot of the Cross, 
Beneath the crescent moon ? 

Is it for his brothers’ return — 

19 



20 Messines and Other Poems 

Richard, Robert, Lotus, et Godefroid ? 

— Depots combien de temps L’ont ils eitfermS 
la?— 

Le s£pulcre est tout proehe oil ils L’ont enterr6, 

Et le lardtn de Joseph d’Arimathie 

Sous la lune en croissant, Christ est ressuscit£ 

Et sa ctoit bnlle 

Entre les mams calleuses du dernier CroisS, 

Entre les mams calleuses et brunes 
D’un ouvner 

— E>t ce le voile de Madeleine qui flottc dans la 
brume ? — 

Tommy dcoute une cloche qut tmte, 

Tmte, tmte dans son village 
C'est Paques tci et Paques \k bas 
l<a lune soudain s’est dternte 
Derfifcre un nuage 

— Depuis combien de temps L’ont ils enfcrrn£ li 9 
Dites, Richard Robert, Louis, et Godefroid 9 — 
La nuit sc passe et l’tube pointe, 

Les merles silllent dans les hates d’Elstree 
Tommy vedle. Tommy rSve, Tommy prie 
La bnse souffle de Syne 

—Depuis combien de temps oat ils scelle la 
pierre ? — 

Dites ]e nous, Tomm>, au pied du CaHaire 
Slais To^nmy ne rdpond pas. Tommy prie, 

Dans la tiyit rose, sur la terre mauve, Tommy 
Bnin khaV\ 
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Richard, Robert, Louis and Godfrey ? 

— How long is it since they laid Him there 

The sepulchre is near to which they carried Hhn, 
And the Garden of Joseph of Arimathea. 
Beneath the crescent moon, Christ has risen again 
And His Cross gleams 
In the horny hands of the last Crusader, 

In the brown, horny hands 
Of a workman. 

« — Is it Magdalen’s cloak which flutters in the 
mist ? — 

Tommy hears a church bell chiming. 

Chiming, chiming in his village. 

It is Easter here and Easter there. 

Behind the clouds. 

The moon has disappeared. 

— How long is it since they laid Him there ? 

Say Richard, Robert, Louis, and Godfrey ? — 
The night is passing, the dawn breaks, 

In Elstree a blackbird whistles in a hedge. 
Tommy watches. Tommy dreams, Tommy prays. 
The breeze blows from the Syrian plains. 

— How long is it since they set the seals ? — 

Tell us, Tommy, at the foot of Calvary . . . 

But Tommy does not answer, Tommy prays, 

In the pink dawn, on the purple earth. 

Brown Tommy in khaki. 



DANS LES COTSWOLDS 


Mai, 1916 

A nOOlI ElVIERE 

O l’eternite auguste de la terre l 

Comlnen de pnntemps, combien d’£t£s, 
Conibien d’automnes, combien d’hivers, 

Se sont mlassablement succSdd 
Sur ces sommets austires ? 

Les Saxons out piss6 par li 
Et les Roma ins et leurs “ castra,” 

Les Nonnands et les Ca\ aliers, 

Par ces memes routes, ces m6mes sentiers 
Que nous foulons d’un pied distrait , 

Et la pluie cinglait leur poitnne, 

Et le \ent fouettait leur visage, 

Tandis qu’ils arpcntaient ces m?mes collines 
Et que, courorm£es d une guirlande de 
nuages, 

Surgissaient au lorn les cretes £br£ch£es 
Des montagnes galloises, 

Et que bnllait, comme un dclair, 



THE COTSWOLDS 

May, 1916 

TO HUGH RIVIERE 

O wonderful eternity of earth ! 

How many springs, how many summers, 
How many autumns, how many winters, 
Have followed each other untiringly 
Upon these stern hill-tops ? 

The Saxons passed by here, 

And the Romans with then ‘ v castra,' v 
The Normans and the merry Cavaliers, 

By these same roads, these self-same paths 
We follow now with careless feet ; 

And the rain lashed their breasts, 

And the wind whipped their faces, 

While they climbed these same hills, 

And while, crowned with a wreath of 
clouds, 

Rose the distant jagged crests 
Of the Welsh mountain ranges, 

And while, in its muddy bed, 

28 



24 Messiucs and Otjieb Poesw 

Entre ses mes t’e vase. 

La Severn, au fund de son large cstuaire 

O 1’dterniti auguste de la terre 1 

C’est un Dimanche de Mai 
Pans Ja plume, 

Les dglises tintent leur pnbre 
C’est un beau matin de Mai 
Ja tour de Gloucester tfgraine 
I^e chapelet de ses notes claires , 

Ellc trfine eomme une reine 
Sur sonchevet, 

Et itcombc et Birdlip ct Cheltenham, la 
S’Svedlent, tour h tour. 

Pour lui faire la cour , 

Et les oiseaux, outour de xnoi, 

— Herles, pmsons, nloucttcs, — 

Et les ruisscaux et toutes les flours, 

— Pnmevires, jacuithes, violettes,— 

Et la bri^e & travers le bois 
R£pondent en chceur 
A i'fcho de sa votx 

O Vbunuliti touchante dc l’honune. 

Tout ce que nous voudnons 6tre et ?e peu < i ue 
nous sommes, 

Et le calrue invincible de ce jour de printemps, 
Et la force obstinfe et le dur eotetement 
De cette vie qui continue quand meme, 
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The flashing Severn gleamed 
Between its widening banks. 

O wonderful eternity of earth 1 

It is a clear May Sunday. On the plain 
The churches ring their prayers. 

A beautiful May morning. 

Gloucester Tower tells its beads 
In clear firm notes ; 

It rises o’er its nave 
Like a queen enthroned, 

And Witeombe and Birdlip and Cheltenham, 
down there, 

Awaken one by one 
To pay her their court ; 

And the birds around me, 

— Thrushes, finches, larks, — 

And the streams and all the flowers, 

— Primroses, bluebells, violets, — 

And the breeze across the woods 
Answer in chorus 
To the echo of her voice. 

0 touching humility of man, 

All that we would be and the little we are, 

And the o’erwhelming calm of this spring 
day. 

And the obstinate force, hard stubbornness 
Of this life, continuing all the same 



Messines^and Other Poems 

Comme si de nen n’dtait, 

A\ec tous ses vieux thdraes, 

Ses vieux espoirs, ses \ leilles rtusdrcs, 
Et la super be insolence 
De son mconscience 


0 Fdtermtd auguste de la terre 1 
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As if naught were happening, 
With all its , old themes, 

Old hopes, old miseries, 

And the superb insolence 
Of its unconsciousness. . . . 


O wonderful eternity of earth ! 



LES JACINTHES 


Mai, 1916 

Le ciel est tomb6 par terre I 

II y en a taut 

Sous les bouleaux blanks. 

Taut sous les frenes gris, 

Qu’on ne voit plus le \ert des tiges 
11 j en a tant et tant et tant — 
Frisson d’amour, pnntemps fieurt — 
Que le vcrtige 
Vous saisit 

11 j en a tant qu’on ne peut plus 

Marcher sans marcher dessus 

II v en a tant qui dansent 

Ft qui nent 

Qu’on ne salt plus 

Oil le cid commence 

Et ou la terre fiiut 

Le ciel est tomb6 par terre 1 

II fait si bleu 
Sous les frSnes gns. 



THE BLUEBELLS 


May, 19X6 

The sky has fallen upon the groun< 

There axe so many 
’Neath the birches white. 

So many ’neath the ash-trees grey, 
That we cannot see the stalks of green. 
There are so many, many, many — 
Quiver of love, spring-time flowers — 
That you are overcome 
With dizziness. 

There are so many, we cannot walk 
A step without treading upon them. 

So many that dance 

And that laugh 

That we cannot tell 

Where the sky begins 

And where the earth doth end. 

The sky has fallen upon the ground ! 

It is so blue 

Beneath the ash-trees grey, 

29 
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n fait si bleu sous les grands h&tres — 
Frisson d’amour, pnntemps fleuri — 
Qu’on croirait etre 
En Paradis 

11 fait plus bleu que les crevasses 
De la Mer de Glace , 

Plus bleu que les lacs d’ltalie. 

Plus bleu que les yeux 
Des Bienheureux 

Un horame est to mb 6 par terre 1 

H est couohi 

Pormi les jaemthes, les bras en croix , 
Son kepi a rould 
A quelques pas de I& 

II a un petit trou rond 
Au milieu du front 
II dort d'un profond eommeil 
Et sa tete, sur la mousse 
Dans son aureole rousse, 

Luit comme un soleil 



Messines and Other Poems 

It is so blue beneath the great beech-trees 
Quiver of love, spring-time flowers — 
You’d think yourself 
In Paradise. 

It is bluer than a crevasse 
Of an Alpine glacier ; 

Bluer than Italian lakes, 

Bluer than the eyes 
Of the Blessed. . . . 

A man has fallen upon the ground ! 

He lies among the bluebells 
And his arms form a cross ; 

His cap has rolled 
Some steps away. 

There is a small round hole 
In the middle of his brow. 

He sleeps a deep, deep sleep. 

And his head, on the moss, 

With its red aureole, 

Gleams like a sun. . . . 



k-pf 


VERDUN 


Jtullfl 1910 

neige saupoudre les collmes, 
glace frange les ruisseaux, 
i bois dfcoupent leurs ombres fines 
Vert des sap ins, 1mm des bouleaux 
La Terre dort sous un ciel sourtl. 

La Meuse 

Noire murmure unc berceuse 
Lt Verdun tient toujours 

Avnl sourit sur les collmes. 

La crue gonfle les ruisseaux, 

Les buissons chantent, les bois s’animent 
Noir des saprns, jaunc des bouleaux— 

La Terre tait un reve d’amour, 

La Meuse 

Bleue Toule ses eaux funeuses 
Et Verdun tient toujours 

Le soleil monde les collmes, 

Les pres en fleurs et les ruisseaux , 

Sous la feufilfe, l’abeille but me — 

Vert des sapms, vert des bouleaux — 



VERDUN 


July , 1916 

The snow is powdering the hills, 

The ice fringes the streams. 

The trees show every delicate branch — 
Green of fir and brown of birch — 

The Earth sleeps under a deaf sky. 

The black Meuse 
Murmurs a lullaby . . . 

And Verdun still holds out. 

Aprl smiles upon the lulls, 

The thaw swells the streams. 

The bushes sing, the woods awake — 
Black of fir and birches gold — 

The Earth dreams a dream of love, 

The blue Meuse 

Rolls its waters wild . . . 

And Verdun still holds out. 

The sunshine floods the hills, 

The fields in flower, and the streams ; 
Under the trees the bees hum loud — 
•Green of fir and birches green — 

33 
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La Terre se pame au bras du Jour, 

La Meuse 

Claire ddmele ses boucles langoureuses 
Et Verdun treat toujours 

Lull est lotabie, Koiom&v, 

Asiago et Posrna — 

La lerre mange ses conquerants— 

La Boisselle tombe et Montnuban, 
Dompierre tombe et Becquuicourt — 
Tanchs que, li bas, la Meuse 
Rouge berce ses eaux trompeuses 
Mats Verdun tient toujours 1 
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The Earth lies faint in the arms of Day, 

The clear Meuse 

Combs her winding curls . . . 

And Verdun, still holds out. 

Lutz is fallen and Kolomna, 

Asiago and Posina — 

The Earth eats up her conquerors — 

La Boisselle falls and Montauban, 
Dompierre falls and Becquincourt — 
While, below there, the red Meuse 
Rocks her treacherous waves . . . 

But Verdun still holds out. 



ILLUSIONS 


Aoil, 1916 

Le chat s'aiguise Ies gnffes au tionc du vieux 
pomrruer, 

Une pomroe \erte tombe sur le gaton , 

Rien ne \aut un cHir matin d’6t6 
Pour se cr£er des illusions 


De gros nuages blancs, par dessus les sapms, 
Dressent leurs cunes neigeuses , 

Du lmge, sur une corde, au bout du jardin, 
Bat de l’aile dans la bnse rieuse 


Les figues munssent contre le mur, 

Les roses escaladent le s leux colombier , 

La haut, un avion passe & folle allure, 

Les lurondeUes virent autour de la cheminfe 


Et, sur l’herbe, une petite fille — 

Babe me, parasol blatvc, 

Boucles cendrees et mollcts bruns — sautille 
Autour d’une \ cuture d’enfant 



ILLUSIONS 


August, 1916 

The cat is sharpening her claws on the trunk of 
an old apple-tree, 

An apple falls upon the grass ; 

There is nothing like a bright summer morning 
For dreaming idle dreams. 

Big white clouds above the pines 
Raise their snowy crests ; 

Some linen on a line down the garden 
Flaps its wings in the laughing breeze. 

The figs are ripening on the wall, 

The roses climb up the old dovecot ; 

Above, an aeroplane flies madly by, 

The swallows dip and swirl around the chimney- 
pots. 

And on the grass a little girl — 

Fink dress, white parasol, 

Brown curls, and sunburnt legs — 

Hops around a baby-carriage. 

37 



*»s Missives and Other Poems 
Lc chien happe unc mouehe pocfe stir son 
rriuseau, 

L’enfant nt aux dclats, la tcte renvcrsee , 

I)e la fenetre, une voix de femme lui fait 4cho 
Tout est paisilile, en ec monde, tout est bon 1 
Rien ne saut vraimcnt un clair matui d'£te 
Pour sc crfer des illusion * ’ 
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The dog snaps at a fly upon his nose. 

The child laughs loud, with head thrown back ; 
Prom the window a woman’s voice answers it. 
All is peaceful in this world, everything is 
good! . . . 

There is surely nothing like a bright summer 
morning 

For dreaming idle dreams ! 



BERCEUSE DE GUERRE 

Aout, 1916 

(Chants ) Dodo, F enfant do, 
Venfant dormira taniSt 


Le feu s’6temt, le vent g£mit, 

La pluie angle la fenStre 
Vente t il, pleut ll li bos aussi ? 
Gr&le t il, tonne t il peut etre ? 

Dodo, Fenfant do 

Est J bien ? 

A-t il chaud ? 

Ne manque t il de nen ? 

A t il ce qu’il iui faut ? 

Ses gants, son gilet, scs aUumettes, 
Et, dans sa poche, centre son cceut, 
Jfa derm^re lettre 
Et sa ferveur ? 


L' enfant dormira tanldl 
40 



A WAR LULLABY 


August , 1916 

Sleep, sleep, baby, sleep, 

Baby soon will be asleep. 

The fire dwindles and the wind moans, 
The rain lashes the window-panes . . . 
Is it blowing and raining there ? 
Hailing or thundering perhaps ? 


Sleep, sleep, baby, sleep . . . 

Is he well ? 

Is he warm ? 

Is he lacking naught ? 

Has he all he wants ? 

His coat, his matches, and his gloves, 
And, in his pocket, next his heart. 

My last letter 
And all its love. 

Baby soon will be asleep . . . 

41 
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La lampe baisse, le feu s’<5temt 
I! v& falloir se mettre au lit 
L’enfant feme ses petits poings 
Mon grand enfant dort >1 aussi ? 

Dort il paisiblement avant la bataille 9 
Court ll, comtne un fou 
Sous la mitraille ? 

Qu bien git d dans quelque trou, 

In bouehe ouverte et les yeux elos 1 

Dodo l enfant do 

L’enfant g&rut le vent gonfle les ndeaux. 

La mfcche chaibonne 

L'enfant Be toume dans son berceau 

La pJuie se tait la nmt fnssonne 

II fait tmte a faire peur 

L enfani dormira tanUft 

De la fureur des Bodies delivrez nous 
Seigneur ! 
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The lamp burns low, the fire dwindles. 

We shall have to go to bed. 

The child is clasping its wee fists. . . . 

Is my big child sleeping too ? 

Sleeping peacefully before the battle ? 

Is he running madly 
Through the shells ? 

Or is he lying in some hole, 

With open mouth and with closed eyes ? 

Sleep, sleep, baby, sleep . . . 

The child moans and the wind swells the curtains, 
The wick sputters. 

The child turns in its cot, 

The rain ceases, the night shivers. 

The sadness of it is fearful. . . . 

Baby soon xoill be asleep. . . . 

From the Germans 1 fury 
Deliver us, 0 God ! 



L’YSER 


Octobre, 1916 

Pont le deoxi^me umimaBt de 1» bitiUla da 1 Vaer 

Ce qu’il itait ? Un da it ruisseau 
Courant en lacets & travcrs les prairies, 

Entre les grasses fermes et les maigres hameaux 
Dont les toits rouges brillaient au soleil de midi , 
Un ruban d’eau vive enguirlandant la pKme 
De la gr&ce f&ronde des vaches aux pis lourds 
Et de }a chanson fervente et same 
Des coqs sur les furruers et des cloches sur les 
tours 

Ce qu’il est ? 

Un marais 

D’oii surgissent quelques mines, 

Un marais pourri de vermine, 

Accabl6 de silence, 

Od la Mort pSche h coups de lance 

Ce qu’il sera, ce qu’il sera, tnes frfcres ? 

Le Nil de nos splendeurs, le Tibre de notre gloire, 
Le Jour dam de notre espoir, 

44 



THE YSER 


October, 1916 

For the second anniversary of the Battlo of the Yser 

What was it once ? A bright, clear stream 
Winding its way through spreading fields, 
Between large farms, small villages, 

Whose red roofs gleamed in the midday sun ; 

A ribbon of living water engarlanding the plain, 
With the fertile grace of heavy-uddered cows, 
And the healthful, fervent song 
Of the cocks upon the dung-heaps 
And the bells within the towers. 

What is it now ? 

A swamp 

Out of which rise some ruins, 

A vermin-haunted swamp, 

Oppressed with silence, 

Where Death goes fishing with his spear. 

What will it be, what will it be, my brothers ? 
The Nile of our splendour, the Tiber of our fame, 
The Jordan of our hope, 
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L’eau Iqstrale de notre terre, 

L’ultune sanctuaire 

Qu nous wendrons en Jongs p6lennagcs, 

Comrae les bttes h r&brcu\oir t 
Comme les bergers et les mages, 

Aspjrer & longs traits la pi£t6 des souvenirs 
Et purger nos occurs de toute aigreur, de tout 
d&ir 

Qu\ pourrait porter ombrage 
A ceux dont les mains blgmes 
Ont pun fie nos fronts du sang de leur bapteme 
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The lustral waters of our land. 

The Holy sanctuary 

Where we will come upon long pilgrimage 
Like cattle to the drinking-troughs, 

Like the Shepherds and the Kings, 

To drink long draughts of sacred memory, 

To purge our hearts of every bitterness, 

Every desire, which could cloud the souls 
Of those whose pale cold hands have purified 
our brows 

With the blood of baptism. 



LA BRABANCONNE 

Novtmbre, 1916 

Lot deports »ntiu»£» dar,» des sragona i bwtunx, erpof^a i 
toutea Ira mtomp^nea, ftaient dm* uo £t*t pitoysble SUlgrfi 
la (told et Ics {nnbnn lonr moral res tail mibranlable et, lom 
da w liiswt absttra jut cette nouvella forme d oppression, d* 
partaient fn ebantant dra chansons palnotiques ’ 

11 Apris des siicles d’esclavage ” 

— Ecoute, roaman, un tram qui passe 
le n’&i jamais entendu chanter 

Des gens qui avaient 1’air moms gai 
Lems lfcvres tremblent, leur voix se casse 
Que va t on faire de ces gens 1& 1 
Pouiquoi s’lls chantent ne nent ils pas t 
Viens voir, numau, le train qui passe 

— Feme done la fenetre, mon petit, 

L‘avr de Novembre me transit 

\ 

— - On les a parqu4s comrrie des betes, 

Ils sont sents comme des harengs 
Dr6ie d’id6e qu’ils ont de chanter & tue tlte 
Malgr£ la plme, malgrd le \ ent 1 
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LA BRABANCONNE 

j 

November, 1916 


“The men, crowded in open trucks, exposed to wind and weather, 
.were in a most miserable condition. Their moral, m spite of cold 
and privation, was not shaken and, even while suffering this new 
form of oppression, thoy went away singing patriotic songs." 

( Extract from the official protest of the Belgian Government) 


“ Apres des sidcles d/escUxvagc . . 

“ Come, mother, hear the long train pass. . . . 
I never heard men sing 
Who seemed less glad, 

Their lips tremble, their voices break. 

What are they doing with those men ? 

"Why do they sing, yet do not laugh ? 

Come, mother, see the long train pass. . . .” 

“ Close the window, little one, 

The raw November air strikes cold.” 

“ They have shut them in like beasts, 

Packed them tight like herrings. 

How strange that they should sing so loud 
In spite of rain, in spite of wind ! 
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Leurs joues sont pales et leurs > eux bnllent 
Molgrfi le frad, malgri la pluie 
On les a parqu6s com me ties bt-tes 

— 'Mon fils, se sont des ouvners 
Qui vont trnvailler aux clmntiers 

— Et ceux 1& qui levent la mam 
Comme pour un dernier adieu 9 

Et celui*ci qui rongc un crouton de pain 
Et Fautre qui se cache les yeiuc ? 

Oh, mamin je les reconnus 
Que leur veut on et qu’ont lls fait 9 
N’est-cc pas, dis moi, ce n’est pas eux 
Qui Invent la mam 9 

— Mon fils, je ne puis te 1c cachcr 
Ce sont tes Mres qu’ils ont emmenfs 


‘ Aprte dei stcclts d'esclaiage 
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Their cheeks are pale and their eyes gleam 
In spite of cold, in spite of rain. 

They have shut them in like beasts. . . 

“ These are working men, my boy, 

Going to work in the budding-yards.” 

“ And those who raise their hands, 

As if for a last farewell ? 

And he who gnaws a crust of bread. 

And that other who hides his eyes ? 

Oh, mother, surely I know them now'. . . . 

What do they want with them, what have they 
done ? 

Tell me, tell me, it is not they 
Who raise their hands ? ” 

“ My son, I cannot hide the truth, 

They have ta’en your brothers away. . . .” 


“ Aprds des sidcles d'esdavage . . .” 



\ EMILE VEMIAKREN* 

Utttmhrf, niO 

\oi,s hn 61l\ crons tin tombemt 
Quc Vage tit te temps 
Nc pourra cn tamer, 

Ou rfsonnera solenncUcment 
Le tnomplwmt echo 
I)c son scr* cadcncd 

Cc sera dans un champ U has, sur I’Esonut 
I ouelti par )e vent, 

Bntt u par la marfc, 

Derrdre unc digue oil Bilencicmcment 
Olisscront les bateaux 
Sur le cicl tcmrmentd 

t 'cst la que nous le planlrrons 
A I heitrc da grand relonr. 

Non pas comme unc pterre lourde et si ini e, 

Man comme un nrbre punvint ct ffcond 

Dont 1‘ombre lfgirc ct mobile 

Egrinc la lumifcre du jour 

Non pas comme un marbre calme ct frmd 

Jet£ sur un trou vide. 

Mats comme un arbre dY-corcc ct ile boia 



TO EMILE VERHAEREN 


‘ December, 1A16 

We mil raise him a tomb 
Which neither age nor time 
Can ever touch, 

Where solemnly will sound 
The echo triumphing 
Of his rhythmic verse. 

It will be in a field, there, on the Scheldt. 
Lashed by the wind, 

Beaten by the tide, 

Behind a dyke -where silently 
The ships will glide 
Against a stormy sky. 

’Tis there where we will plant it, 

At the hour of the great return. 

Not like a heavy barren stone. 

But like a mighty fertile tree 
Whose delicate waving shadow 
Sifts the light of day ; 

Not like marble, calm and cold. 

Placed o’er an empty pit, 

But like a tree of bark and wood 
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it Missives avd Otnrn Poems 
Ou la vie nrdentc et la jme aside 
Ctrculent juxqo'au bout drs JcuiHw 
Commc AO bout fl*AUti»t lie dni£ts , 
Non p»s comme tin monument dc dcud. 
Maw commc «n arbre bniivunt dc \it 
Cliargt de rives, 

t)ont lea fftemea s’abrmv ent vms In se 
\u creur mime du pav* 
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Where ardent life and greedy joy 
Pulse to its every leaf 
As to so many finger-tips ; 

Not like a mourning monument. 

But like a tree rustling 'with life 
And full of dreams, 

Whose roots drink on unceasingly 
From the country’s very heart. 



i.K SOLILOQUF, BU DEPORTE 

Dlceinbre , 19t6 

La Courernement beige * re>Jti one a«ne de rapport* el d * 
Wmoigoages nai proovent & l evidence qoe lea eivfla beige*. » n * 
la rfine dea *rw'es sont Jorofs do traveller poor 1 enneml, tona 
l. ten derartdlene <lea A1W* Ln certain nombre d enti'eoi ont 
Itk to^a et bill's dans ces conditions 

Le dos craque, le % entre g£mit 

Je ne bcche plus tant pis I 

Je n’4teverai pas un rempart protecteur 

Contre mes fr£rts 

Je ne soulfcveroi pns Je sol du pays 

Contre ses hbgrateurs 

Je n’offenserai plus notre commune na^re, 

Je ne lutterm plus contre moi mfme, 

Mes mmns ne trahiront plus mon coeur 
Je m’atTrancKirai de cet anatWme 
De fange et de sueur 1 


Ah 1 tu cognes, ge&ber, tu cnes 
Schxcinhund 1 Vorwacrls 1 — tant pis 1 
Adrienne que pourrn, 

Je me croiserai les bras 
Je ne bless erat plus ma patne 



THE DEPORTEE’S SOLILOQUY 

December, 1916 

The Belgian Government has received several reports and author- 
ized testimonies which prove conclusively that Belgian civilians, 
in the army zone, are forced to work for the enemy exposed 
to the fire of tho artillery of the Allies. A certain number of them 
have been killed and wounded under these conditions. 


The back is breaking, the body groans. 

I’ll dig no more . . . -what matter ! 

No more I’ll rear protecting walls 
Against my brother. 

No more I’ll raise my country’s earth 
Against her liberators. 

No more will I offend our common mother, 
No more I’ll fight against myself, 

No more my hands betray my heart. 

I’ll free my soul from ’neath tins curse 
Of mire and sweat ! . . . 


Oh 1 you strike, gaoler, and you cry : 
u Schxveinlmnd ! Vorwaeris ! ” — what mattter ? 
Come what come may, 

I’ll fold my arms ; 

No more I’ll wound my country’s heart 
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Du tranchant de ma pelle, 

Je Jie pcrcerai plus son sem matcmel 
De h pouite de ma pioche, 

Et je baxserai, & la barbe des Boches, 

Cette terre qu’ils m’ont fait profaner, 

Et je la pnexai, k genoux. 

Sous leurs coups, 

De roe pardnnner ma lacbet6 

Des menaces, encore 1 Arrete 1 
N'entcnds lu pas les obus chanter * 

Une mam plus puissante que la tienne s’nppn *e 
A nous frapper 

Gare k la casse t C'est nous qui paierons, 

Toi ct moi, eselave et ge&lier, 

Unis enbn dans le mfcmc danger 
Mais ce tonnerre de fer et de plomb 
Qui te fait palir 
Exalte mon courage, 

Et j'appelle k grands cus I’orage 

Qui finira mon martyre 

Au diable le travail, jetez \os outils * 

A genoux, 

A genoux, mes amis. 

Mams jointes, sous nos coups t 

Trop long trop court nous j > oil a ' 

Lts torttormaires sont au supplies 

Vive la Belgique t Vive le Roi 1 

La tranchfe est rouge du sang du sacrifice ' 
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With the harsh blows of my spade, 

No more I’ll pierce her mother-breast 
With the sharp point of my pick. 

And, before the Boche’s eyes. I’ll kiss 
That earth they caused me to profane, 

And ’neath their blows, on bended knees, 

I’ll beg her 

My cowardice to pardon me. . . . 

What ! still more threats ? Stop ! Stop ! 

Do you not hear the shrill shells singing ? 

A stronger hand than yours draws near 
To strike us. 

Look to yourself ! ’Tis we shall pay. 

You and I, gaoler and slave, 

United at last in a common doom. 

But this thunder of iron and lead 
Which makes you pale 
Raises my courage high, 

And I call aloud to the storm 
"Which shall end my martyrdom. . . . 

To the devil with work \ Throw down your tools 
To your knees, my friends, 

To your knees, 

Fold your hands, beneath our blows ! 

Too far . . . too short . . . ’tis coming here ! 
The torturer is tortured now. 

Long live Belgium ! Long live the King ! 

The trench runs red with sacrifice’s blood. . . . 





LA PAIX 


Dtcembre, 1916 

I<a lune se 1 J\ c sur le village, 

Les haies tressaillent dans la nuit. 

Tout repose, tout est sage, 

Et c’est Dunanche et c’est mmuit 

Faix ? Nous l'avons, la paix veritable, 
paix de Fame candide et pure, 
paix screuic, franche, aimable, 
seule que nous puissions eonclure 
Sans parjure 

Us Font nos soldats ehantant sous les obus. 

Us Font nos marins dansant sur la mer. 

Us Font, en plein cicl, nos cheraucheurs de 
Fair, 

lis Font, sans le savoir, dans Jcur cceur inglftu 
Us Font surtout, splendide et solennelle, 

Ceux qui sont morts pour le bon combat, 

Et dont la Terre, de ses grands bras, 

Berce le r6ve fmternel 

On nous offre la paix, la paix ItWratrice * 

Mats nous l’avons d£]& I 
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PEACE 


December, 1916 

The moon is rising o’er the village, 

The hedgerows quiver in the night, 
Everything is good and restful, 

It is Sunday, it is midnight. . . . 

Peace ? We have it, the true peace, 

Peace of soul, childlike and pure, 

Peace, frank, serene and happy. 

The only peace we may conclude 
With honestv. 

Our soldiers have it, singing ’neath the shells. 
Our sailors have it, dancing on the sea, 

Our airmen have it, as they ride the clouds, 
They have it, all unknowing in their hearts. 
And above all they have it, sound and deep, 
Those who have died for the good fight 
And whom the Earth in her great arms 
Rocks in a blessed sleep. 

They offer us peace, the liberator ? 

But we possess her now ! 
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EIlc inspire nos efforts, cite guide nos pas, 

Ellc couronne nos sacrifices 

La Paix f tile est partout chez nous, 

Dins nos fojcrs et sur le front, 

Dans nos pnires, notre fcrveur, 

Dans Je enlme dcs cliawps, ]e fmcas des canons, 
Dans notre 2 £Ie, dans notre Iionncur 

La Paix 9 Mais c’cst vous, imserahles, 

Qm 1’ai ez penluc. 

La piux <ie [’time, c uufidc, amiable, — 

Ft sous nous offrez ee que aous n’avez plus 1 

La June inonde le village, 

I/*s haics sc taiscnt, un chien aboic, 

Tout repose tout est sngc, 

La neige finite sur les torts 
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She prompts our efforts, guards our steps, 

And crowns our sacrifice. 

Peace ? She is everywhere with us, 

In our homes, at the front, 

In our prayers, in our faith, 

In the calm of the field, the turmoil of war, 

In our zeal, in our honour. 

Peace ? But ’tis you, poor wretches, 

Who have lost your peace, 

Peace of soul, childlike and happy, — 

And you offer us what is not yours to give. 

The moon o’erflows the village, 

The hedges are still, a dog barks in the night, 
Everything is good and restful. 

Upon the roofs the snow gleams white. 



LE NOEL DU SOLDAT 

Noel, 1916 

Petit enfant qm reposes l& 
Dans de pauvre langes, 

C’est pour Toi que je combats 
D3ns le sang et dans ]3 fange 

Petit enfant qui genus 
Dans une humble cahute, 
C’est pour Toi que je lutte 
Sans trfcve et sans ripit 
Petit enfant qui fnssonnes 
Sur une botte de paille, 

C'est pour Toi que rfconne 
Le signal de la bataille 
Petit enfant qui sanglottes 
De froid dans la nuit, 

C’est pour Toi que je grelotte 
Sans lacher mon fusil 
Petit enfant qui someilles, 

Ta faim apsisie, 

C’est pour Toi que je veflle 
Au fond de ma tranchie 



THE SOLDIER’S CHRISTMAS CAROL 


Christmas , 1916 

Little Child lying there 
In poor swaddling-clothes, 

’Tis for Thee that I fight 
In the blood and in the mire. 

Little Child, wailing there. 

In a humble shed, 

’Tis for Thee that I struggle 
Without pause or rest. 

Little Child shivering there 
On a heap of straw, 

’Tis for Thee that resounds 
The signal for the fight. 

Little Child sobbing there 
With cold in the night, 

’Tis for Thee that I freeze 
Holding fast my gun. 

Little Child sleeping there, 

With Thy hunger stilled, 

’Tis for Thee I vigil keep 
Down within my trench, 
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Petit enfant qui b4nis 
Les Bois et les Bergers, 

C’est vers Toi que je cne 
An plus fort de la m£16e 

Petit enfant qui ns, 

C’est pour Toi que je vis , 

Petit enfant qui pleures 
C’est pour Toi que je meurs 

Petit enfant, petit enfant, 

Mon Christ f 

Souffrant, joyeux, sounant 
Ou tnste, 

Image de mon enfant qui reposes U, 
C’est pour Toi que je combats ! 
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Little Child who blessed 
The Shepherds and the Kings, 

’Tis to Thee that I cry 
In the middle of the fight. 

Little Child who smiles, 

’Tis for Thee that I live ; 

Little Child who weeps, 

’Tis for Thee that I die. 

Little Child, little Child, 

My Christ 1 

Suffering, smiling, glad or sad. 

Image of my child lying there, 

’Tis for Thee that I fight ! . . . 



LA VOIX DE BRUXELLES 


Janvier, 1917 

“Aliimor on noo« cr»int, 

A Lifg", on non* tsit, 

A Eraitllce, on »e ficfce do nous 

(Alfa <T«s ojjicter aJUmanS) 

Passez, passez, grands conqu£rants, 
—Plus il > en a, mieux 5a vaudra 
Soufflez dans yos fifres stndents, 
L’heure viendra qui tout paiera 

La d^tresse frappe h notre porte, 

Mais nous ne lui ouvruons pas, 

Votre poigue n’est pas plus forte 
Que les -v errous de notre foi l 

Allez a Bapaume, h P£ronne, 

— Parade ilarsch, marquez le pas — 
Bon vo) age, le clairon sonne, 

Nous ne vous reverrons pas 1 

Si vous nous volez notre pain 
— Plus 5a va mal, moms 5a durera-- 
Cest que vous a\ez grand faun. 

Car 1 ’heure est proche qui tout paiera 



THE VOICE OF BRUSSELS 

January, 1917 

In Namur, they fear ns, 

In Liege, thoy hate ns. 

In Brussols, thoy laugh at as. 

(Confession of a German officer) 

Pass on, pass on, great conquerors, 

— The more there are, the better — 
Blow into your strident fifes 
The hour comes which pays for all. 

Misery is knocking at our door, 

But we will not open it. 

Your fist shall not be stronger 
Than the strong bolts of our faith ! 

Go to Bapaume and to Peronne 
— Parade-Marsch ! Step out ! — 
Farewell, the trumpet sounds, 

We shall see you no more. 

If you steal our bread away 
— The worse it is, the less ’twill last — 
”Tis because you hunger too. 

The hour is near which pays for all. 
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Boulez, roulez dans vos longs trams. 
Nous ne \ous arreterons pas, 

Plus 5a va mat, plus 9a va bien, 

Plus il y en a mieux 9a vaudra 

Condamnez, pdlez, fustllez, 

Nous ne nous lamenterons pas, 

Quand vous nous aurez tous deport e», 
La Belgique \ 011s d£portera 

Passez done, vamqueurs de Dinant, 
Voncaeris ' N’entendez vous pas 
La Mott avide qui claque des dents 
Et le canon qui gronde li bas ? 

Envoi 

O Dieu de Iumi£re, de bont£, de justice, 
Si nous devons mounr, soimens toi 
Acconle nous le pnx de notre sacnfice, 
L’heure bgnie qui tout paiera 
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Roll on, roll on in your long trains, 

Be sure we shall not stop you here, 

The worse it is, the better it is. 

The more there are the merrier. 

Condemn, plunder, shoot, 

We will not lament. 

When you have deported all 
Belgium then will deport you. 

Pass on, brave victors of Dinant, 

Yonmerts ! Do you not hear, 

Hungry Death who grinds his teeth 
And the cannons rumbling there ? 

Envoi 

0 God of light, of goodness, and of justice, 

If we must die, remember : 

Grant the price of sacrifice, 

That blessed hour which pays for all. 



LE CIEL EST CLAIR 

Fevrur, 1017 

II gile, lc ciel est clair. 

La lune d&oupe sur la neige 
De longues ombres bleucs 
Les temps sont durs c’est la guerre 
Dieu nous protege 

I -a terre est froide comme un diamant, 

Les arbres sont nudes comme des pierres, 

Fais ce que dois, et & I’mstant 
Les Voiles brUient, le ciel est clair 

I’as un souffle, pas un cri, 

Les luboux eux-memes doivent se taire 
Rjen ne rompt 1’implacable silence de la mut, 
Mais, qu’importe ? Le ciel est clair 

La neige craque sous mes pas 
Nous n’avons jamais tmeux compns 
Le pnx ineffable de la vie. 

Oil nous allions, et pourquoi 



THE SKY IS CLEAR 

February , 1917 

It is freezing, the sky is clear, 

Upon the snow the moon 
Traces long shadows blue. 

The times are hard : it is war. 

God be with us. 


The earth is cold as a diamond, 

The trees are stiff as stones. 

Do what you must, upon the spot. 

The stars are gleaming, the sky is clear. 


Not a breath, not a cry, 

E’en the owls are still. 

Nothing disturbs the silence of night, 
But what matter ? The sky is clear. 


The snow crackles ’neath my feet : 
Never have we better known 
How dear life is to us, 

And where we go and why. 
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La neige craque sous mes pas 
Nous n'asons jamais mleux senti 
L’orgueuil du devoir accompli 
Et I ivressc du don de soi 

bt je donnems tous les pnntcrnps 
Parfumfo d’^glantines, 

Tous Ics 6th, tous Jes nutomnes cniv-rant*. 
Pour la limpuhti cmtallme 
Dc cet hivcr ! 

(Test la guerre, les temps sont dura 
Le froid mord, la terre est pure 
Uieu nous protege le i lei cst clair 
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The snow crackles ’ncath my feet : 
Never have we better felt 
The pride of duty done. 

The joy of giving all. 

And I’d give every springtime 
Perfumed with eglantine, 

Radiant summer, golden autumn. 

For the limpid purity 
Of this winter night ! . . . 

It is war and times are hard. 

The cold is biting, the earth is pure. 
God is with us, the sky is clear. 



LE CREDO DU SOLDAT 

FlvnrT, 1917 

Je crois en mon pays, 

Je crow en mon clocber, 

Je crois en ce bnn d’herbe qui pousse sur mon 
abn, 

Je crois en la jeunesse, je crois en la beauts 


Le vent qui passe, j’y crois, 
Et le nuage au ciel, 

Et I’oiseau dans lea bots, 

Et la gloire ^teroelle 


Je crois ce que je vois 
Et que la vie est belle, 
Je crois ce que je sens 
Et je mourrai content 


Je crois ce que je vou, 

Que mon chemin est droit, 
Et que ma cause est bonne 
Et que j'ai pris la Croix. 
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THE SOLDIER’S CREED 


February, 1917 

I believe in my country, 

I believe in my clock-tower, 

I believe in this blade of grass growing on my 
dug-out, 

I believe in youth, I believe in beauty. 


The passing wind, I believe in it, 
And in the clouds in the sky, 

In the birds of the woods, 

And in eternal glory. 

I believe in what I see 
And that this life is good, 

I believe in what I feel 
And I shall die content. 

I believe in what I see 
And that my path is straight, 
And that my cause is good 
And that I took the Cross. 
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Je crois en roa vie 
Et je crois en ma mort, 

Et que, quand tout est dit, 

Dieu reste le plus fort 

Je crois ce que je vois 

Et ce que je ne vois pas 

Je crois en H >ertu supreme du sacrifice, 

Je crois en ce bnn d’herbe qui pousse sur mon 
abrt, 

Je crois en la fieri £, 

Je crois en la justice, 

Je crois en mon clocher, 

Je crois en mon pajs 
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I believe in my life, 

I believe in my death, 

And that, when all is said, 

God is the strongest. 

I believe what I see 
And what I cannot see — 

The supreme value of sacrifice, 

I believe in this blade of grass growing on my 
dug-out, 

I believe in noble pride, 

I believe in justice, 

I believe in my clock-tower, 

I believe in my country. 



LA PRISE DE BAGDAD 

Mars, 1917 

Amis, asseyons nous sur les bords de l’Euphrate 
Et d&rochons nos liarpes des vicux saules 
bibliques, 

L*>urs cordcs impatientes r6p6tent dans la brise 
L’dcho tnomphateur des stances proph6tiques 
“ Bagdad est pnse 1 Bagdad est prise t ” 

Elle est torabie la Bab) lone allemande, 

La succursale dor6e des Kaiser de Berlin, 

La croix de nos drapeaux se d£ploie dans la 
bnse, 

Nos glaives ont 6com6 le dur croissant payen 
“ Bagdad est pnse l Bagdad est pnse 1 M 

O vous qui languissez & mille lieues d’ici, 
Pnsonmers, deport 6s des ge&les allemandes, 
Dqvinez vous nos cceurs, entendez-vous nos cns 
Poi‘£s sur l’aile nctoncuse de la bnse 
Jusqa’aux demiers villages de vos plaines 
flnnandes ? 

“ Bagdad est pnse l Bagdad est pnse 1 ” 

SO 



BY THE WATERS OF BABYLON 


March, 1917 

On the Euphrates banks let us sit, my friends. 
And take our harps from off the Biblic trees. 
Their eager strings sing in the breeze again 
The echo of triumphant prophecy : 

“ Bagdad is ta’en ! . . . Bagdad is ta’en ! . . 


The German Babylon has fallen, 

The Eastern offspring of Berlin, 

The cross on our flag is fluttering again. 

Our swords the pagan crescent have shorn : 

“ Bagdad is ta’en ! . . . Bagdad is ta’en 1 . . 


O you who languish a thousand miles away, 
Prisoners and slaves in German gaols, 

Can you not feel our hearts, can you not hear 
our cries 

Borne on Victory’s wings again 
To the last village in the Flemish land ? 

“ Bagdad is ta’en ! . . . Bagdad is ta’en ! . , 
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Nous cbantons aujourd’hux ou Israel pleura, 
Nous chanterons deraam oil vous vous dfeolez. 

Si la lime a deux dents pour dfchirer sa proie 
La croix a deux bras pour frappcr \ os geSlicrs 
Sur la Spr6e, sur l’Euphrate, souffle la m&me 
bnse, 

Ecoutez done “ Bagdad est prise ! ” 
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We sing to-day where Israel once wept, 

We’ll sing to-morrow where you weep to-day, 

If the moon has two horns her prey to rend 
The Cross has two arms your gaolers to smite. 
Over Berlin and Babylon the same breeze blows 
again, 

Hearken then : “ Bagdad is ta’en ! . . 



LES RENONCULES 


Mai, 1917 

li, a plu du soled sur les prfc>, 

Des gouttcs d’or scmtillent au bout dc cliaquc 
bnn d’herbe, 

11 a neigc de la lumtlre et de l’6t£ 

Sur les boucliers bruns de notre hirer ncerbe 

Jamais la nature n'a paru si charm ante 
Que depuis que nos regards ont du s’en dltoumer. 
Jamais l’ombre n’a coul£ si IWcbe sur les Rentes, 
Jamais il n’a plu tant de solcil Sur les pr& 

Jamais nos %eut, ouverts par l’lprcuve, 

N’ont nueux compns tout ce qu’ih ont perdu 
Les sources nves ou l’ou obreuse 
A longs traits sa soil de bonheur inginu 

II a plu du soleil sur les prfe, 

II en a plu ici, il en a plu 1& bas 

Ce sont les mimes fieurs au dela du dltroit, 

I«s mimes chants d’oiseau, les m ernes parfums 
d’ltA 
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BUTTERCUPS 


May, 1917 

It has rained sun upon the fields, 

Golden drops glitter on every blade of grass, 

It has snowed flakes of summer and light 
Upon our bitter winter’s barren shields. 

Never has nature seemed so fair 
As since our eyes must turn away from her. 
Never did shadows fall so cool upon the paths, 
Ne’er has it rained so much sun on the fields. 

Never have our eyes, opened by trial. 
Understood so well all they have lost : 

The living fountains where we once might chink 
Long draughts to quench our thirst for simple 
joy- 

It has rained sun upon the fields. 

It has rained here, it has rained over there. 
Beyond the Channel, the same flowers are found, 
The same birds’ songs, the same summer 
scents. 
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On duait rjue la Terre sent qu'on se bat pour elte, 
Qu’elle devme nos faiblesscs et qu’ellc se met en 
fans, 

Et qu’elle tache de sc faire encore plus belle 
Pour flatter notre zile ct meurtnr nos regrets 

On dinut qu’clle nous dit de faire commc ces 
fleurs 

Qui se toument sans ecsse du c$t6 du soled, 

Et dont le scul bonheur, 

A'vant d’etre fauehies est d’a\ oir vu le ciel 
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The Earth seems to know we are fighting for her, 
She feels our weakness and so takes pains 
To make herself still more fair 
To stir our zeal and sharpen our regrets. 

She seems to tell us to do as these flowers 
Which ceaselessly turn towards the sun, 

And whose only joy 

Before they are mown down, is to have seen 
the sky. 



LE CHANT DES MERLES 

Mat, 1917 

SlFFIXZ, les merles, cliantez bien haul 
Vos nuts, ' os oeufs ct \os amours, 

Le fermicr aiguise sa faux, 

C'est la fin d’un beau jour 


Siflle 2 en chceur, a pleme voix, 

Dans les haies sombres, sous le cie! pile, 
Chantez le pnntemps et la joie 
De \ oir pomter les preraiires dtoiles 


Cliantez, chantez & cceur perdu 
La ros£e des prairies, le parfum des Idas, 
Et 1’ombrc discrete des soirs 6mus 
Ou nos imes se parlent tout bas 


Dites, 0 dites nous que la vie est belle 
Et que la mort est plus belle encore, 

Et que la mam qui ftous fnppe n’est pas cruelle, 
Et que nous de\ ons fy^nir noire sort 



THE BLACK-BIRDS’ SONG 

May , 1917 

Whistle, blackbirds, sing aloud 
Of your nests, your eggs and your love, 
The farmer is sharpening his scythe, 

’Tis the end of a lovely day. 


Whistle in chorus with full throats, 

In the darkening hedges, beneath a pale sky, 
Sing of the springtime and the joy 
Of watching the first stars peeping out. 


Sing, sing loud with crazy heart 
Of the dew on the fields and the lilac-scent, 
And the quiet shadows of trembling night 
When our souls whisper together. 


Say, O say that life is fair 

And that death is fairer still, - 

That the hand which strikes' us is not cruel. 

And that we must bless our lot. 
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Sifllez plus Iiaut, les merles, sifilez cn chceur 
A la pointe des branches, sur le falte des toits, 
Chantcz pour que nous n’cntendions pas 
Gnadu tt u<k carats. 

Cnez l’espoir de vos mchdes 

Et la folic de vos amours 

Pour que nous puissions, un instant, oublier 

L’orage avide tt les cieux sourds 

Chantcz pour que nous baisstons la tfite, 

Chantez pour que nous joigmons les mams, 
Chantez pour que nous ne pntons pas cn vain 
“ Que Votre volontd soit fade " 

Chantez pour que nous repremons 
Notre route intcrrompue. 

Pour que la sueur perle sur notre front 
Et que nos peines ne soient point perdues 

Snffiez pour que nous marchions courbds en deux 
Sous notre cher fardeau, 

Et quo nous sentions peser, comme la mam de 
Dieu, 

Notre sac pur notre dos 
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Whistle louder, blackbirds, louder still 
On the tree-tops and gable-points. 

Sing aloud that we may not hear 
Our hearts’ wailing and groans. 

Cry out the hope of your nesting 
And the madness of your love 
That we may, for a time, forget 
The hungry storm and leaden sky. 

Sing that we may bow our heads, 

Sing that we may fold our hands, 

Sing that we pray not all in vain : 

“ Thy will be done.” 

Sing that we follow once again 
Our life’s broken path. 

That the sweat pearl upon our brows 
And that our labour be not lost. 

Whistle that we may march bent down 
'Neath our beloved load, 

And that we feel the weight as of God’s hand 
Of our burden on our backs. 



MESSINES 

Jutn, 1917 

Le tonnerre des cations a. gtondd sur Messmes, 

La plame a tremble, le ciel s’est obscurci, 

Vingt volcans ont ]*ulh des flancs dc la oolline, 
Et le sol s'est ouvert sous les pieds de i’ennemi 

L'Angleterre a reconnu sa grande \oix tragique, 
La Prance attentive a devind le signal, 

Et il n’est pas un com des Provinces Bclgiques 
Ou le vent n’ait portd son dclio tnomphal 

Et la terre marfcyre, la terre de Messmes, 

S’est soudain rdveillde pour rdpondre i 1’appel , 
EUe a pdmblemcnt sonlevd sa poitnne, 

Lt tournd ses grands yeux sere le ciel 

“ Vend," a t eUe end, “ venez, variants Anglais, 
Cremez de vos obus mes prairies ddsoldes, 

Voili prds de trots ans que je vous attendais 

“ Vene 2 , Austrabens, venez, nobles Persdes, 
Venez meurtTir mes bras, venez bnser mes 
chalnes, 

Et eueilhr le baiser d’Andromdde ddlivrde 



MESSINES 


June , 1917 

The thunder of the cannons has rumbled o’er 
Messines, 

The plain has trembled, the sky grown, dark, 
Twenty volcanoes sprang out from the hill, 

And the earth opened beneath the foe. 

England has recognized her own great tragic voice, 
Expectant France has heard the signal loud, 

And there is no corner of Belgian soil 
Where the wind bore not its echo triumphing. 

And the martyred earth, the earth of Messines, 
Suddenly awoke to answer the call ; 

Painfully she raised her mighty breast 
And turned her patient eyes towards the sky. 

“ Come,” she cried, “ come brave Englishman, 
Plough my sad fields with your shells, 

Three years I have awaited you. 

“ Come, Australians, noble Perseus, come. 

Come crush my arms but break my chains, 
Receive delivered Andromeda’s grateful kiss. 
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“ Voili pr£s de trois ans que je couve ma haine, 

Trois ans que nion corps saigm* sous tes griff es 
de I’ennenu, 

Trois ans qu’il m’a li%T£e aux b&tes dans l’ar^ne I 

“Trois ans qu’il m’abrem c d’ injures et de 

m6pm, 

Trois ans qu'i! me crache ses mensongcs au 
visage, 

Trois ans que je n’ai m dout£, ni g£mu 

“ Frappez moi done, soldats, e’est le jour du 
carnage, 

Vos coups me sont plus doux que toutes les 
caresses, 

Et il n’est pas d’amour plus pur que votre 
rage ! ” 

Et la terre roartyre, la terre de Messjnes, 

Eclata d’un nre de sauvage alligresse, 

Et, secouant ses membres 6tmcelants de rumes, 

Giuda \ers la Victoire I’Angleterre vengeressel 
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“ For nigh three years have I nursed my hate, 

Three years have I bled in the enemy’s grip, 

Three years since I was thrown to the wild 
beasts. 

“ Three years have they fed me on insults and 
scorn, 

Three years they spit their lies into my face. 

Three years I neither doubted, quailed nor 
groaned. . . , 

“ Strike, therefore, soldiers, ’tis the day of 
slaughter. 

Your blows are sweeter to me than a caress. 

And there is no love purer than your wrath ! ” 

And the martyred earth, the earth of Messines, 

Burst out in laughter of savage glee, 

And shaking her arms gleaming with ruins, 

Guided towards victory England’s revenge ! 



MEDITATION SUIl LA NUIT DU 
THOIS AOUT 

1914-1917 

— Que faites \ous ossis, la ttte dans s otre tnan- 
tcau * 

— Que faites vous accroupis, le menton dans 
la mam ? 

— Que faites- vous couches, les jeux levds vers te 
ciel 1 

— Nous attendons que le solcil se live sur les 
eaux 

— Et qu'a la veille succide le lendemaui 
—Nous attendons que les morts sc reveillent. 

Les soldats montent la garde autour du tombeau. 
Us ont rould la pierre, ds ont pos£ les sceaux 
Dans la nuit itoilie bnllent leurs boionettes 
Et ds portent des casques ii pomte sur la t£te 
11s parlent une langue que nous n’entendons 
pas, 

Une langue precise et lourde comme leurs pas 
Meme au seud du tombeau, ds ne baissent pas la 

VO IX. 

Et ds tribuchent en jurant sur les croix 
e« 



MEDITATION ON THE NIGHT 
OF AUGUST THE THIRD 

1914-1917 

— What are you doing seated there, with your 
head wrapped in your cloak ? 

— What are you doing crouched there, with your 
chin upon your hand ? 

— What are you doing lying there, with your 
eyes fixed on the sky ? 

— We are waiting for the sun to rise upon the 
waters. 

— And for the morn to follow on the night. 

— We are waiting for the dead to awake. . . . 

The soldiers are watching around the tomb, 

They have rolled the stone, they have set the 
seals. 

In the starry night their bayonets gleam, 

They are wearing pointed helmets on their heads. 

They speak a speech we do not understand, 

A language harsh and heavy as their steps. 

By the very grave, they lower not their voices, 

And they stumble on the crosses and they 
curse. . . . 
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Que manque t xl, mon pays & ta Passion ? 

N as tu pas eu ton agotue dans le Jardin t 
N as tu pas du subir Ies caresses de Judas 
En cette nuit d ao&t oil la trahison 
Te bmsut la joue cn te tordant la mam ? 

IS as tu pas du, comme Jesus Cure ton thoix ? 


Que manque t ll mon pays ^ ton Calwure ? 
N es tu pas tomb6 trois fois sous la croix — 
A Lufge a Namur & Anvers ? 

T ont ils 6pargn€ leurs injures leurs crachats 
Leurs railleries et leurs coups ? 

N as tu pas saigni sous la couronnc d Opines ? 
N as tu pas senti s enfoncer les clous — 

D mant Termonde Andenne Tamines ? 

N as tu pas demands k boire 
Et gout6 le fiel de l Sponge d&isoire 
Tandis que tcs bourreaux a tes pieds 
Se di putaicnt ta robe a coups de des 1 
N as tu pas eu faim et soif de Justice ? 

Vas tu pas mange le pain de la captivity 
N as tu pas bvt jusqu k la he le calice 
De 1 es clavage et de 1 uuquitg 1 


Pourtant la terre n a pas c£16br£ ton deud 
Les cieux ne se sont pas obscurcis 
Tu n as pas eu de mams armes 
Pour te coucber dans ton eercued 
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What is lacking, 0 my Country, to thy Passion ? 
Hast thou not had thine agony in the Garden ? 
Didst thou not suffer the caress of Judas 
In that August night when treason 
Kissed thy cheek and rn-ung thy hand ? 

Didst thou not, like Jesus, make thy choice ? 


What is lacking, O my Country, to thy Calvary ? 
Didst thou not fall three times beneath the 
cross — 

At Liege, at Namur, and at Antwerp ? 

Wert thou spared their spitting and their insults, 
Their mockeries and their blows ? 

Didst thou not bleed beneath a crown of thorns ? 
Didst thou not feel the nails pierce thy flesh — 
Dinant, Termonde, Andenne, Tamines ? 

Didst thou not ask to drink, and taste 
The gall on mocking sponge, 

While beneath thee, at thy feet. 

The soldiers cast upon thy vesture lots ? 

Didst thou not for Justice thirst and hunger ? 
Didst thou not eat the captive’s bitter bread ? 
Didst thou not drink unto the very dregs 
The cruel cup of shame and slavery ? 


And yet the earth did not join in thy mourning. 
The heavens were not overcast and black, 

No loving hands were near to lay thee 
Tenderly in thy tomb. 
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Voilinon trois jours mais trois ans que tu tombas, 

Comme un fruit trop mbr, dans ton tombeau, 

Trois ans qu lh out route la pierre et posd les 
sceaux 

Et les morts ne se t 6 \ eillent toujours pas 

—Que faites vous assis, la tete dans \otre man 
teau ? 

— Que faites vous couchfe, les >eux le\<s \ers le 
ciel ? 

— Que faites \ous accroupis, le menton dans la 
main ? 

— Nous entendons les moissonneun qui aipusent 
Ieurs faux 

— Nous humons Its parfums des prairies mater 
nelles 

— Nous regardons palir 1 £toile du matm 
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And now, not three days but three years have 
passed 

Since thou felPst, like o’erripe fruit, into thy 
grave, 

Since they rolled the stone and set the seals, 

And still the dead have not arisen again, . , . 

— What are you doing seated there, with your 
head wrapped in your cloak ? 

— What are you doing lying there, with eyes 
fixed on the sky ? 

* — What are you doing crouched there, with your 
chin upon yotu’ hand ? 

— We are listening to the reapers sharpening 
their scythes. 

— We are breathing in the perfume of our 
country’s fields. 

— We are watching the paling of the morning 
slar. 



QUV1RE POtMES POU11 LES 
ENTAATS 

PAQUES 

Petits oiscaux qrn chantez 1& 

— Le pmson demand® Qu est ce que c est 1 — 

Avez >ous vu le Rdi ties Jims ? 

— La fauvctte cne Mon md est pret 1 — 

\ odi tro s jours qu D est parti 
— lie merle rdpond C est moi * — 

Ct ]e ne sa s oil lls L ont nns 
— Et la mdsange Tra Ja la ! 

Je vous en pne petits oiscaux 
— Le merle rdpond C est moi ' — 

Ouvrez vos rnles volez l& haut 
— Et la mdsange Tra la la 1 — 

Et dites moi si \ ous voyez 
— Le pmson demonde Qu est-ce que c est 1 — 
Mon Jdsus qrn s en est olid 
— La fauvctte crie Mon mrf est pret ( 

Petits oiseaux, je vous en pne 
— Le pmson demaade Qui vient U ’ — 

Ouvrez vos ailes et d tes moi 
— Le merle rdpond C est lui i — 

Quel est cet honraie an bout de 1 allde 
— -La fauvette cne Le ]ardm/fr ! — 

Q 1 s avance lentement vers moi ? 

— Lt la mdsange Tra la la ' 
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NOEL 


J’ai couru les bois, j’ai count les champs, 

Je n’ai pas trow 6 la Mire et 1’Enfant 

i'a t tnarchd tangtemps 

Par tous les ddserts 

J'at vogud longtemps 

Sur toutes les mers 

Je n’ai pas trouvd la Mire et 1 ’ Enfant 

J’at chert hi sous tous les chaumes, 

J’ai pnd sur toutes les tours, 

J’ai \isitd tous les royaumes, 

J’ai sCrvt & toutes les cours, 

J’ai parcouru l’Afnque et l’Onent, 

J’ai bran l’hiver et geld l’dte 
Et je n’ai pas trouvd. 

La Mire et 1’Enfant 

Quand je suis res enu, bnsd de fatigue. 

Vers ma maison blanche plantde sur la digue, 
Avec ses tuiles rouges et ses \ olets verts 
Et ses pigeons bleus perchds sur la gouttiire, 
Mon cceur a frdmi, ines ye\rt ont bruld 
Car j’ai vu la Mire 
Sous le colombier, 

lot 
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Chantant ses pnire* 

A son nouveau-n6. 

Car j'ai vn la Mire, 
L’Enfant dans ses bras. 

Car j’ai vu la Mire 

Qui m’attendait 1A 
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Singing her prayers 
To her newborn Son, 
For I saw the Mother, 
The Child in her arms, 
For I saw the Mother 
Awaiting me there. 



Jisus MARCHE 


Jtsus marcbe par les cliamps, 

— Mouchcs, liourdonncz ses louangcs ’ — 

La main dans la main de Jean 

— “Vest il pas vrai, mon bon angc i ” 

Jesus marcbe par les pierrcs, 

— SifQcz sa gloire, serpents l — 

I-a main sur 1'ipaule de Pierre 

— ‘ Oui, e’est amsi, mon enfant ” 

J£sus marcbe par les bois, 

— Ruisscaux, bruissez ses louangcs l— 

Sum dans V ombre par Judas 
— »“ N’est-il pas vrai, mon bon angc i " 

Jfcus s’assied au pied d’un chenc 
— Chantez sa gloire pinsons 1 — 

Sur le manteau de Madeleine, 

Et ses disciples s’asseyent en rond 

“ Vene? a moi, le cteur c ontent, 

Yenez a mot, le coeur en peine, 

Venez mouchcs, ruisseaux, pinsons, serpents 
— “ Oui e’est amsi, mon enfant ’’ 



JESUS WALKS 


Jesus walks through the fields, 

— Flies, buzz aloud His praise ! — 

Hand in hand with John, 

— “ Guardian Angel, is’t not true ? ” 

Jesus walks upon the stones, 

— Hiss out His glory, snakes ! — 

On Peter’s shoulder rests his hand, 

— •“ Yes, it is true, my child.” 

Jesus walks in the woods. 

— Streamlets, ripple out His praise ! — 
Followed by Judas in the shade. . . . 

— “ Guardian Angel, is’t not true ? ” 

Jesus sits beneath an oak, 

— Finches, His glory sing aloud ! — 

Upon the cloak of Magdalen, 

And His disciples sit in a round : 

“ Come unto me with heart content, 
Come unto me with heart in pain, 

Come, flies, streamlets, finches, snakes . . 
— “ Yes, it is true, my child.” 
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PRIERE DU SOffi 


Bebe J6sus, notre Pfere, 

— Ne suis*je pas Ta fille ? — 
Protige ma petite m£re 
Et ma s<Etir aussi 

Donne lui dcs j eux hcureux 
— Mon frSre, n’cst it pas Ton fils 
Doux J6$us, qui es aux cieux, 

Et & ma sceur aussi 

Jdsus, mon Dieu, sois b&u, 

— Papa, n’rst il pas Ton fds ?— 
Protege mon tm ct ma patne, 

— Main an, n’est-elle pas Ta filte ? 



EVENING PRAYER 

Baby Jesus, Our Father, 

— Am I not Your child ? — 

Guard and shield my little mother 
And my sister too. 

Give to her bright happy eyes 
— My brother, is he not Your son ? — 
Jesus dear, up in the sky, 

And to my sister too. 

Jesus, my God, be you blessed, 

— -Father, is he not Your son ? — 
Protect my country and my king, 

— Mother, is she not Your child ? 


m 



A CHRISTMAS STORY 

I was about the only one left in the village with 
the sacristan, said an old woman somewhere in 
France, but we had arranged between us to hold 
a Christmas service on Christmas night, just as 
if nothing had happened. The priest being away 
looking after the wounded could not celebrate 
Mass as usual, but we managed to find the 
painted statues of the Virgin and the Child, and 
St. Joseph, and arranged them in the only 
chapel left whole, on the right hand side of the 
choir. 

It was a stormy, cold night and I could see, 
through the torn roof, the clouds passing swiftly 
before the moon. There was such a draught 
that the sacristan had twice to relight the 
candles, which I had brought along with me. 
The Boches had been there, so the great silver 
candlesticks had disappeared. Besides, my 
candles would have been too small for them. 
So the sacristan stuck them in two empty 
bottles — you always find plenty of empty bottles 
where the Boches have passed. The poor fellow 
was coughing very badly. He had hunted 
everywhere for the three life-sized shepherds, 
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with their Jong crooks and their brown capes, 
whom we had seen for so long kneeling before 
the Holy Family, hut they had gone, and 1 
believe that he thought they had really gone 
away as he could find no trace of them “They 
hav e gone to the war with the others There 
are no shepherds left to keep the flock 1 ” 
“There was no flock, to keep,” said I, and, at 
the time, I thought it was one of his jokes — for, 
like most sacristans, he enjoyed his little joke— 
but, as you mil see, it was not 
He was also depressed because St Joseph hod 
lost a leg m the battle and could only stand 
propped up against a chair The Holy Virgin 
did not fare better, and the arm with which 
she used to clasp her Child so tenderly was 
broken at the elbow The Child Jesus was 
miraculously preserved, even the two fingers 
raised to bless the worshippers had remained 
quite whole Only the glass eyes must have 
been shaken out of the sockets, for these were 
empty non, and I shivered when I saw the 
two small black holes in the smiling tender 
face But the sacristan was more concerned 
with the Mother’s arm and St Joseph’s leg 
You could alwajs replace eyes, he said, but a 
leg and an arm have to be carved and painted 
and it would cost a lot of money And where 
was the money to come from ? 

Still, we had set our hearts on this midnight 
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I was still wondering how they could have 
come into our church (for the village stands 
close to the firing line and the nearest field- 
hospital is two mile- distant) when, to my 
amazement, I saw them pass us, without a sign 
of recognition, and kneel before the Virgin 
exactly m the attitude of the lost statues of the 
Shepherds The man who had lost his leg knelt 
before St Joseph, his left hand resting on the 
ground, the one armed one bowed Ins head in 
a deep salutation, turned towards the Virgin, 
and the blind one kissed the Child's feet, staring 
at him as if he could meet lus cy es Thcv had 
taken their caps off and I felt sure that I had 
seen their faces before The sacristan was 
trembling from head to foot , his mouth was 
working, and I thought he was going to address 
them, when I heard the deep voice of the first 
wounded soldier speaking to St Joseph 
** I ha\ e given y ou my leg, Joseph, so that 
you could lend the Mother and the Child wherever 
jour Angel tells you to go, to Egypt, to France, 
to England, or anywhere you please I ha\e 
given jou my good strong leg, the leg of a 
young man, so that you could run errands for 
the "Mother, fetch wood and water for her and 
provide for all her needs I used to be proud 
of it, good Joseph, when I danced with my 
bride at the fair, or when I ran through the 
mountain jumping over brooks and crags I 
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shall be prouder when it is yours and when I 
think that, serving you, it serves also the Virgin 
and the Child.” 

Then the second one spoke to Our Lady, and 
his voice was so choked with awe that I had to 
put my hand to my ear to understand what he 
said — for you must know that I have grown a 
little deaf lately : 

“ I have given you my arm, Blessed Mary, 
so that you could clasp your Child against your 
breast. I have given you my good strong arm 
so that you could gather, under your wide blue 
mantle, all the poor people who wander forlorn 
in this world, those who hunger for bread, those 
who hunger for Charity, and those who hunger 
for Justice. It is hut the coarse arm of a work- 
man, hut it used to serve me well. It will 
become, if you deign to take it, the arm which 
shelters and comforts the poor. The hand is 
but a rough, hard, bony hand, but it will become, 
at the end of your arm, the sweet tender hand 
which gathers the white lilies of chastity beside 
the stream of love.” 

Then the third one spoke in a clear, pure voice, 
the voice of a boy who might have sung in our 
church choir before the war broke out : 

“ I have given you my eyes, Jesus, so that 
you could see again with your baby’s eyes the 
world as you have made it. ' (For it needs human 
eyes to look at human things and the eyes of 
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God are too bright for us) They were good, 
keen eyes, they saved my life in mist and 
night, but I do not regret them They will save 
now the souls of many They used to dwell with 
pleasure on fields and skies and cottages and on 
the faces of the dear ones who are waiting for 
me at home They will see them no longer, 
but they will see you now, Jesu, my Lord, better, 
far better than before I base given you my 
eyes so that you could read in my heart and in 
the heart or my enemies, so that you could 
judge between us uid bless the arms of those 
who arc fighting for you " 

As soon ns the boy had stopped, the three got 
up with one accord, and they went away, just 
as they had come, the one-legged man leaning 
on the two others, without a look towards us, 
until the door closed behind them and we heard 
the faint noise of their steps dying away in the 
village street 

The sacristan kept staring towards the door, 
his mouth wide open, his eyes standing out of 
lus head I do not know why, I turned again 
towards the Holy Tamil} Of course, you will 
not believe me, because Christmas is over, but, 
if you remember this story on Christmas Eve 
next year, you will understand that I took it 
as the most natural thing which could happen 
in this place, at this time If there had been 
any clock left, it would have struck midnight 
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BY THE SAME AUTHOR 


BELGIAN POEMS: 

CHANTS PATRIOTIQUES ET AUTRE POESIES. By 
Emile Casihaerts. With English Translations by Tita 
Brahd-Caiimaerts, and a Portrait in Photogravure by 
Vernon Hill. 

3rd odifcion Crown 8vo. 4s. fid. not. 

The Morning Post : “ Myrrh, Gold, Frankincense. 

“ The proceeds of the first edition are to go to tho Belgian 
Soldiers' Fund for tho purchase of tobacco. . . . 

“ In his poems of peace-time — poems that nro birthday songs 
for Christ, poems of married lovers, mystic poems — M- Cnm- 
maorts has proved himself ono of tho strongest and sweetest 
of Belgian singers and makers, a master of the aurea medio- 
critas, oven in moments of the utmost freedom from the 
fetters curiously wrought in antiquo gold, of Latin rhyme and 
rhythm. In his * Noels ’ tenderness and reverence are 
mingled in truly medimval fashion ; the child-Christ is to 
him truly a new-born Child, and ns truly the crowned Ancient 
of Days.’ . . . 

“His love pooms are songs of peace, and a. deep richly 
rowarded surrender; liko M. Verhacren, perhaps a more 
tempestuous soul, he has found in ‘ marriage, warm and 
kind,' more than all tho wanderers have found in strange 
adventures with stranger souls. That is to say, he is one 
of those wise and happy men who wish not to taste life but 
to live it. . . . Love lives in these poems — does not hang 
irresolute between having-loved and about-to-love. . - 
“ A sterner and more troubled noto is struck in the poems of 
war-time ; the stormy music of the drum throbs under all 
tho silvory harmonies. . . . And here, tho greatest of all 
Belgian "War-poems, so like and yet so utterly unlike a song 
of liato, is his Now Year’s Wishes to tho German Army. . . . 
“Buy, oh buy, that the pipes of the Belgian soldiers may 
send up blue wreaths of sacramental smoke — and that you, 
too, may profit, in a subtler way, by the raro perfume of the 
Muse’s flaming heart, burning on many small altars ! All 
the offerings of faith aro in this little book.” 


JOHN LANE, The Bodley Head, Vioo Street, \Y. 
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BELGIAN POEMS: 

CHANTS I ATRIOTTQUES FT AUTRE POEMES By 
Escle CiMMiEKTa. With English Translat on* by Trra 
Ceai .0 LuiMiEan and a Portia t In Photogravure by 
\ ekvov Hu*. 

3rd edition frown Svo 4* 6d. net. 

PRESS OP1WIO VS 

T mu We have come to know him a* the limpid * nger 
of fhlg am victorious in defeat bat the revelat on u that 
he 1.1 more and, since poetry and patriotism are of different 
kinds much more than thia—a poet of love who a simple 
sensuous and passouate and a poet whose imaginative 
r mplic ty u ordered after the fashion of William Bloke 
ffurufay T met Belgian literature has not remamod dumb 
under the curse of the Orman oppressor Every now and 
then the poet* have rawed their to ere m their exile Maeter 
lrn k m proeo and \ erhscren in poetry have both interpreted 
the r nat on « stem resolve Bat the most insistent and 
passionate note of defiance has come from Emile Cammaerta. 
Spectator This remarkable collection of poems illustrates 
the second half of Juvenal s line /ord tndujnatto r er*um 
so far as they express tho burning patriotism and religious 
wrath of a true son of Belgium. But M. Cammaects *u a 
true poet long before the war Hie hour* of trial never 
dun SL Cammscrts faith in the ultimate triumph of a righteous 
cause Such poetry as this is indestructible 
Observer The wr ting of such a boob is an act of the 
loft est patriotism 

Clote One has not space to quote » t the of what should 
be quoted to show the scope and beauty of this delightful 
volume I atnotnm is the essential and the glory of a poet 
and Cammaerta is above all a patriot Among all the 
horrors begotten of war one rejo cea in this garden of sweet 
hetbs, winch rising out of tho carnage of a peaceful country 
side enriches w th its fragrance the whole world. , 


JOHN LANE The Bodiee Heae Vkio Stoxet \V 




BY THE SAME AUTHOR 


NEW BELGIAN 
POEMS : 

LES TROIS ROIS ET AUTRES POEMES. With English 
Translation by Tita Brastd-Cammaebts, and a Portrait of 
tho Author by H. G. Riviere. Exhibited in Royal Academy, 
HUG (Uniform with “ Belgian Poems ”) 

Crown 8vo. 3s, Gd. net. 

PRESS OPINIONS 

Athcnasum ; "Of Belgium liersolf and tho sufferings of her 
people we can loam much from M. Cammaerts.” 

Times: ‘M. Cammaerts is the poet of domestic joys and 
sorrows, of tender details; and it is through details that ho 
makes his best poetry. Peace and comfort, are in overy 
line.”' 

Morning Post: “Let us flay at onoo that these poems aro living 
proofs that tho genius at M. Cammaerts has ripened during a 
second year of exile, ... Ho keeps his simplicity and 
serenity.” 

Land and Water : “ There is deep pathos behind these lucid 
verses, which add greatly to their strength. There aro some 
which one can hardly read without tears coming to the 
eyes.” 

Daily Express: '‘Characteristic serono simplicity and joy of 
simple things.” 

Daily Chronicle : “ ML Emile Cammaerts is another favourite 
singer of Plunders, and tho splondid vigour of his war poems 
has made him immensely popular in this country. His gift 
is less subtle but more immediately recognizable Ho speaks 
straight from the heart, and his poetry refleots tho life of his 
people ” 


JOHN LANE, The Bodley Head, Vigo Street, W. 
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NEW BELGIAN 
POEMS • 

LES TR0I3 ROIS ET AUTRE3 POEUES- With English 
Translat on by Tm BbASd CaWMiETO and a Port a t ol 
the Author by H G Rmutr. Exinb tod in Royal Academy 
1918 (Uniform with “ Belgian Poems ) 

Crown 8ro 3 s fid n't 

press oPi&ios ? 

Spedztnr M. Cammaerti baa collected under the t tl* of 
Hew Belgian Poems the rents written by himtiomE»t« 
1915 to Easter 1916 They need no ccnomendstion to oar 
readers, who hare had many occasions of recognmng in these 
columns ha incontestable chum to he regarded aa a true 
interpreter of the unconquerable soul of Belgium ” 
foB JIoB Gcuelle S Cammarrts ja or* ot the test literary 

geniuses produced, or at any rate di aeon-red and lifted into 
fame by the war He is the poet o tore ol Belgium In her 
unmerited woe and agonv” 

Manchester Hc*lty Times It Cammaerto has assuredly 
gvs*a to the world what will remain among the tlassio songs 
ol esile Inhgnaton, scorn, pnd» and fervent patnotism 
are the wh te-hot passions wh,ch umpire his pen wheo he 
writes ot hm Weeding country and het invaders" 

Oatlnol M, Cammaerts new volume of poems is certain of 
finding ts way into many sympathetic bands. 


Strutt W 
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THROUGH THE 
IRON BARS 

By Emu; Cammaeuts. Illustrated by Loots Raemaekers. 
Demy 8vo. Gd. nct^ 

PRESS OPINIONS 

Everyman : “ With rare sympathy ho gives us a glimpse, all 
too short, of Belgium through the iron bars of her prison- 
house. Where hor people havo maintained their stern moral 
resistance rvith none of tho escitoment of the battlefield to 
spur thorn on, doprived of that freedom so dear to tho Bolgian 
nation, rvith no nows, or, worse still, false nows, to sap their 
courage, and in spito of all tho disheartening weariness of 
hope deferred. . . . M. Cammaerts’ words aro rendered still 
moro grapliio by tho onrtoons by Louis Raomaekors, with 
which tho book is illustrated.” 

Yorkshire Observer: “This is a scathing condemnation of 
tho duplioity ns woll ns tho frightfulncss of tho conduct of 
tho Gormans. Tho wkolo story is reasoned out with oaustio 
calmness and in language which at timos thrills ono with its 
clear indictment of the bnrbarians who havo reinstated white 
slavery.” 

The Literary World : " Tho pathetic and torriblo tragedy of 
life in Belgium sinco tho Gorman occupation is hero sot forth, 
in words that aro all tho more "forcible because of their simple 
directness.” 

Age : “ Perhaps tho best vnluo in war books that has yet 
been published.” 


JOHN LANE, The Bodret Head, Vioo Street, W. 


RECENT VERSE 


CHRIST IN HADES 

By SiEntrc Fsnxm With an Introduction by C Lewis 
ItjsT> Illustrated by SmU LlZODxlX. Demy Svo 
3t fid nc-t. (Undorm with The Dream of Cerortros ”} 
/a,,7v ii’tar* “Mr lewn HjdiI hu written ft fascinating und 
amusing chapter of memories of the literary nineties 

CACKLES AND LAYS 

RHYMES OF A UFWTFE By Misosarr Latoctoj 
W ith numerous Illustrations by lines UaqcnrisT Crown 
Syo 3s. 8d. net 

I( Ana sod Jsn# Taylor fcsj bred to the twentieth century 
end token to keeping poultry for profit in war time they 
would probably have had a laudable deal re to Inculcate the 
principle# and practice of hen keeping among the young 
tint unless they had developed sn cnerpccted sen- o of humour 
they woufdnt have produced anything like ‘ CseUc* and 
Lay,” for wtob some cl Margaret La nag! on a rhymes ar" 
practical and sprightly other* are Just delightfully whimsical 
Rod hutnoroua 

POEMS OF WEST AND EAST 

By V SicantiE West (the lion Mrs Harold KicoUon) 
Crown 8 vo 3a dd. net 

Morning Fool “ Three poems rerml a personality both 
ebarmmg and cowa geo os Hey have all been bred — not 
merely written “ 

THE RHYME GARDEN 

Fy Mutonrurre Brum Amur With Kctnree to BUck 
and Whale aad Colour by the Author Crown 4to 3a 6d 
net. 

An on conventional book for children in that it is JUontrated 
in what seems at first eight ft conventional childish manner 
but behind the apparent crudity there is real art and oolour 
of tho kind that will appeal to all children »nd all grovro-upa 
who love children- 

HAY HARVEST ami Other Poems 

By Leer Bcxiov Crown 8vo 3a M net 
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THE DAY and Other Poems 

By Henry Cii.vmxi,. With an Introduction bySm Herbert 
Warren, K.C V.O., D.C L Fcap. 8vo. Cloth (with a Por- 
trait), 2s. 6d. not. 

Henry Chappell has long bean widely known ns the railway- 
porter poet of Bath, and many of his poems have been 
published in the press, and not a few sot to music. His 
famous poem, “ Tho Day," was printed in practically every 
newspaper in America'. The present volume, however, 
constitutes the first publication of his work in a collected 
form. 

OUR GIRLS IN WAR TIME 

By Joyce Dennys. With Topical Verses by Hampden 
Gordon. Crown 4to. 3s.Gd.net. Second edition This is 
a companion volume to ** Our Hospital A B C.” 

Morning Pod : “ Once again these clover collaborators play 
up to tho cheery souls on tho Western Front, and their now 
consignment of tho munitions of merriment will be oven moro 
sought after than the first volume. This Christmas the Dennys 
Girl will become as well established as tho Gibson Girl.” 

ODES TO TRIFLES, and Other War Rhymes 

Poems by R. M. Eassie (Sergt. 6th Canadian Infantry). 
Crown 8vo. 3s. Gd. net. 

The. Times : “ Humorous verse, by a member of the Canadian 
Expeditionary Forco, in which even,' stanza gets well home ; 
written with a refreshing air of conviction and a real wit which 
scintillates tho moro sharply because not a word of it could 
bo spared.” 

FLOWER-NAME FANCIES 

Designed and Written by Guy Pierre Fauconnet English 
Rhymes by Hampden Gobdon. Crown 4to. 2s. Gd. not. 

A charming series of drawings illustrating in a delightfully 
quaint and delicate manner the popular nicknames of many 
flowers, both in French and English. 

Each drawing is accompanied by an explanation as quaint 
as itself, in Frenoh and English, the latter in rhyme by 
Hampden Gordon. 


JOHN;LAHE, The Bodlsy Head, Vioo Street, W. 
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A HIGHLAND REGIMENT and Other Poems 
By th« tafe LEeut E. A Sties crrosa, SI C 3rd edition 
Crown 8vo 3s C d, net 

BtUk Orsylte This lion* of the moil notable port's honest* of the 


THE LAMP OF POOR SOULS and Other 
Poems 

Bv Marjorie Ia C PictTnm, Author o! The Dnft ot 
Pinions, etc Crown 8 td 6s. net 

Tinin “ Dfieenthut iwlttf* have long appreciated the rmre musical 
quality of 11 so ficUfcaU r wif 

STARS AND ITSHES 

■poems by Oeoro* Potrevob. Crown 8vo 3a. Od- net 

Time* Tender — graceful— -delightful 

RETROGRLSSION and Other Poems 

By 8ir WoUam Watsos Crown 8vo 3s 6d. 

JJuOy A M T etnrt*fcloo wtU rest re s splendid reputation 

AN EVENING IN MY LIBRARY AMONG 
THE ENGLISH POETS 

By the Hon Stefhes Cot-cunot. Crown 8vo 3s Cd. net 


IN GREEK SEAS, and Other Poems o! Tra\el 
ByOTwimH Hiedt With two Ultutratiana Crown 8ft» 
3s M net Mr 0 M Hardy whose name is well known m 
legal circle* u the author ot l-od Better Pays and In 
Greece and Egypt 


POEMS OB CAPTAIN BRIAN BROOKE 
With a Foreword bvM P WrLLCocsa, and nmo Illustra- 
tions Crown 8ro 3s 6d net Socond edition 

land and (Titer I cannot forbnr the pleasure of quoting bom a hook 
that w II Mon he by the side ot Uudiay Gordon b pormi on the shelve! 
of a I thole who lore the poetry o» oot oHoen " 


THERE IS NO DEATH 

Poems by the late Richard Pkswts With an Introduction 
by C aft its Dxasfosp Cose end a Phatogramre Portrait 
o 1 the Author Crown 8vo 2s 6«1 net 

Thli graceful vene It iistlipilsbed hy its manly tone and 
vigorous quality 


JOHN LANE, Tub Bodutt Head Yioo Street ff 




